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Author's Notes: 

Midway through editing this | needed to stop and get myself a kebab; I'm pretty crazy about Euro's blonde 
hair so writing a little story about how he might've (but obviously didn't) dye it the first time was in order. 
‘NecroNymous'/‘EuroButcher' if you squint hard enough. 


She dyes em 
Black black black black number one 


-Type O Negative; Black No.l 
//\985 
Øystein Aarseth is the fucking spawn of Satan 


"Don't you dare bring that anywhere near our apartment!" Jørn shrieks as soon as he catches wind of the 
little box of hair dye sitting innocuously on the kitchen counter. 


The faded picture of the woman shows that her hair is glossy and smooth, dyed a raven black, her smile tells 
Jørn that her hair is most likely irreparably damaged just like their bathroom soon will be. 


"Too late~" his friend sings from the end of the hallway as Jarn breaks into a run, grabbing onto the doorknob 
and hurling himself into the bathroom. 


His jaw drops in absolute horror. 


Still in the tight leather pants he bought from the women's section of the thrift store and of all things a 
Benetton Sweater, Bystein is hunched over the tub with a shit-eating grin on his face; most of his hair still 
it's natural golden shade safe from a cowlick fastened into a devilock hanging over his oversized forehead. 
Jarn's eyeballs wish they could melt. 


"Check it out! l'm Jerry Only!" 


There's black handprints all over the porcelain edge proving that Dystein definitely didn't read the instructions 


before he decided to attempt this, especially since he wasn't wearing gloves. 

He could only force out: "y-you hate the misfits...” 

Øysteins crappy electronica ‘avant-garde’ bullshit Jørn could take, his inexplicable aversion to eating anything 
not hailed from the Middle East he could take, even his shit-head commie friends coming over every Thursday 
and sitting underneath his Stalin poster he could take... but this? 


This was just evil. 


"l'm kidding Jørn! Kidding! Øystein scowls, drawing out the last ‘kidding’ before digging into the bowl and scooping 
up more black hair dye. Jarn's heart shatters as the little driplets splatters over the taps. 


"Y-you know you're supposed to wear gloves right?" The bassist asks in a broken voice. 
"Who cares?" Øystein scoffs. ‘What a fuckhead.’ Jørn thinks. 
"That shits toxic Øystein!" 


"Fuck, really?!" His eyes widen in shock, stopping dead in his destructive tracks as Jørn realizes that he's going 
to have to do yet another task for his incompetent friend. 


"Uh.yeah, its hair dye" finally finding his voice Jørn shakes his head "I'll do it for you, okay?" 


Of course he's okay with that. 


"Sweet!" The guitarist says, raising his arms as Jørn tries peeling the sweater away from him. 


"And take a fucking shower." Jørn mumbles under his breath, throwing it into a corner so that Øystein is left 


shirtless, slouched over the toilet bowl as he graciously ignores his comment. 

They both realize that day that Øystein Aarseth just about hates having his hair touched. 

"Fuck of fl 

"I'm barely touching you!" 

"Fuck off it hurts!" 

"Why is your hair so fucking greasy?!" 

"Fuck of fl 

"Be more creative, Jesus Christ!" 

When the storm finally passes, a newly black haired Øystein sits on the couch, his eyes still blood shot as he 
curls up to his phonograph, Klaus Schulze playing as Jørn smokes a comically large roll of weed; a giant smear 
of dye staining across his face. 


"Are you at least happy?" He moans out, most of his wits completely scrambled with each passing hit. 


He's gotta admit the guitarist does look good with it, the blonde hair was so typical and made his soft features 
look almost childlike. Sitting now, Øystein palms his hair in awe; he looks almost a little bit handsome. 


"Yeah but." 
Oh god. 
"| wish it was darker" 


Fuck 


